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For those high songs, lo, men that moan,
And raiment black where once was white 5
Who guide me homeward in the night,

On that waste bed to lie alone.

SECOND ELDER.

It breaks, like strife,

Thy long peace, where no pain
Had entered ; yet is life,

Sweet life, not slain.
A wife dead ; a dear chair
Empty : is that so rare ?
Men live without despair

Whose loves are ta'eiu

ADMKTUS (erect and facing them}.

Behold, I count my wife's fate happier,

Though all gainsay me, than mine own.    To her

Comes no more pain for ever ; she hath rest

And peace from all toil, and her name is blest.

Hut I am one who hath no right to stay

Alive on earth ; one that hath lost his, way

In fate, and strays in dreams of life long past. . . .

Friends, I have learned my lesson at the last.

I have my life.    Here stands my house.    But nov
How dare I enter in ?    Or, entered, how
Go forth again f    Go forth, when none is there
To give me a parting word, and I to her ? . . .

Where shall I turn for refuge ?    There within,
The desert that remains where she hath been
Will drive me forth, the bed, the empty seat
She sat in ; nay, the floor beneath my feet
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